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The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

Is rornc from forth that prcttie hollow cage, 

V Vacrc like a I'weetc niellodioiis bird it fmig, 

S wecte varied not es inchauntuig cuerie care. 

Ltfcws, Ohfay thou for lier.who hath done this deed? 

O h thus I found her ftray ingin tlic Parke, 
Seeking to hide her felfe,as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Titus^ It was my Deare^andhc that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead: 

For now I ftaiid as one vpon a rockc, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of fca. 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow wauc bywauc, 
Expefting euer whenfome enuioiis furgf , 

VVill inhisbrinifli bowels twallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes arc gone. 

Here ftands my other fonne a baniftit man. 

And here my brother wee ping at my woes: 
Buttbatwhichgiuesmy foulc thcgreatellfpurac 
Is dcarc dearer than myfoulc. 

Had I but fccnc thy piaurc in thisphght, 

It would haue madded me : what lhall I doo. 

Now I behold thy liuclie bodie fo’ 

Thou hall no hands to wipe away thy tcarcs, ^ 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred thee: 

ThyhusEandheisdead.andforhisdeath _ 

Thy brothers are condcmnde.and dead by tn«s. 

Lookc MarcHs,Kh fonne Lucius lookcon her. 

When I did name her brothcrs.thenhxlh teares 
Stood on her checks, as doth the home dew, j 

agathred Lillie almoll withered. \ i/ildhct 

cJW*irc«jr. Perchance fhec weepcs becaiifc i y 
Perchance ^bccaufclTiee knowes 

Titus, If they did kill thy husband theiibcioj ful, 

Bccaufcthe Law hath tane reuenge on them. 
Np,no,chcy would not doo lo fowlc a deede, yyjjdjj 


I 


of Titus Andronicus. 

VVitnesthe forrow that their filler makes. 

Gentle Lauimu^ let me kifl’e thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may doc thcccafee 

^hall thy good Vncle.and thy brother 

And tho u, and I,fit roun d about fome Fo u n t a i ue. 

Looking all do wnc wards to behold our c h cckcs^ 

How they are ftaindlikeracadowci yet not dric, 

VVith micrieflimelcftonthcrabyafloodj ^ 

^nd in the fountaine fliali wee gaze fo long. 

Till the freflr tail betaken from that cicarenee. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares? 

Or lhall we cut away our hands like thinej 
Or (hall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe Ihowcs 
PalTcthc remainder of our hatefull daics? 

VVhat fliall we doc? Let vs that halic our tongues. 

Plot fome dcuife of further niiferie. 

To make vs wonderd at in time to come . 

Lucius, S weete father ceafeyour tcarcs, for at your grief 
See how my wretched filler lobs and weepcs, 

U<trcus,P aticnce deare niece, good Titus dry thine eies,’ 
T if us. Ah Murcuf , Murcus, Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a tcaie of mine. 

For thou pooreman, haft drowndit with thine ovrne* 
Lucius, Ah my L4«r«M,l will wipe thy chcckcs. 

Titus, MarkeM(irf«/, raarkc,! vnderftand her fignes^ 
Hadlhec a tonguetoipcakc,nowwouldfliec fay 
T hat to her Brother, which I faid to thee. 

His napking with her true tcarcs all bewet, 

Can doe no feruiceon her forrowfiill chcckct^ 

Oh what a fimpathie of not is this/ 

Asfarreftom helpe, as Lymboisfromblille. 

Enter hrontbs'M.etre ulenes 
Meare, Titus i/fniirt»icus, My lord the EmperoUr, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou louc thy fonnes, 
let iHctutf or thy fclfe olde TituSf 
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